"I'm not afraid of anything any more,
but you don't need a parasite like me. I've
"gone seme of the way with you, and now
it's enough. Now I'll settle down on a pen-
sion. The Soviet government is good to us
old gaffers."

The Osipovs, too, vowed they would not
leave with the colony, adding that they had
had enough violent experiences.

"We're humble folk," said Natalya Mar-
kovna, "we can't understand what you want
with eight hundred people. Really, Anton
Semyonovich, you'll get your fingers burnt
in this business."

In reply to this declaration,   I  chanted:
"We sing the madness of the brave!"
The boys, recognizing the quotation from
Gorky, applauded and laughed, but the Osi-
povs were not so easily put out of counte-
nance.

Silanti, however, consoled me:
"Let them stay behind! You like to har-
ness everyone to racing chariots, as they say,
Anton Semyonovich, but a cow won.'t do
for that, and you keep harnessing it. That's
how it is."

"But you will,  Silanti?"
"Me?  What?"

"You'll go in the racing chariot?"
"You can drive me where you like, you
can  even   saddle   me,   and   put   me under
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